WHITMAN

of one of his poems, "A Bong of the Rolling Earth,"
might stand as the title of the hook. When he
gathers details and speeiul fen turns he musses them
like a bouquet of herbs atui {lowers. No cameo
carving, hut large, hold, rough, heroie sculpturing.
The poetry is always hi the totals, the breadth, the,
sweep of conception. The purl that is local, specific,
genre, near at hand, is Whitman himself; his per-
sonality is the background across \vhieh it nil Hits.

We make a mistake when we demand of Whit-
man, what; the oilier poets give us, studies* em-
broidery, delicate tracings, pleasing artistie effects,
rounded and finished specimens. We shall under-
stand him better if we inquire what IUH own stand-
ards are> what kind of a poet he would he, He,
tells us over and over agnht that he would emulate
the great forces and processes of Nature, He seeks
for hints in the sea, the mountain, in the orbs them-
selves, In the wild splendor and savngenens of a
Colorado canyon he sees a spirit kindred to his own,

He dwells fondly, significantly* upon the ampli-
tude, the coarseness, and what, he calls the sexual-
ity, of the earth* and upon its great charity am!
equilibrium,

"The earth*" he says, "does not withhold; tt in
generous enough ,* -

"The truths of the earth eontimmlly wuit, they art* not ati

concealed either,

They are calm, subtle, untranHiiussiblo by print,
170sale and accumulative. It is
